2                         MODERN POETRY
But now they pause, they hear
Far trampling sounds ;  and many a soft-eyed troop
Murmurs a wondering fear.
" Wherefore hast thou summoned us afar,
Voice so proud ?
Who are ye that so imperious are ?
Is it he to whom all India bowed,
Bacchus, and the great host that pursue,                      30
Triumphing, his car ;
Whom our fathers long foretold ?
0 if it be he, the God indeed,
May his power our vines endue
With prosperity fourfold.
Bring we all ripe offerings for his need ! "
Slowly along the vine-robed vale move on.
Like those that walk in dream,
The ranks of Macedon.
0 much-proved men, why doubt ye truth so sweet ?   40
This is that fair Carmania, that did seem
So far to gain, yet now is at your feet.
'Tis no Circean magic greenly crowds
This vale of elms, the laden vines up rearing,
The small flowers in the grass, the illumined clouds,
Trembling streams with rushes lined,
All in strangeness reappearing
Like a blue morn to the blind !
Worn feet go happy, and parched throats may laugh,
Or blissful cold drops from dipt helmets quaff ;          50
Dear comrades, flinging spears down, stand embraced
And heap this rich oblivion on the waste
Of torment whence they came ;2                         MODERN POETRY
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